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b. Blackmwore tbc Stour. 

m HE primrose in the sheade do blow, 
The cowslip in the zun ; 

The thyme upon the down do grow, 

The clote where streams do run ; 

An’ where do pretty maidens grow 
An’ blow but where the tow’r 
Do rise among the bricken tuns 
In Blackmwore by the Stour. 

If you could see their comely gait 
An’ pretty feaces’ smiles, 

A-trippen on so light of waight 
An’ steppen off the stiles; 

A-gwain to church as bells do swing, 

An’ ring ’ithin the tow’r; 

You’d own the pretty maidens’ pleace 
Is Blackmwore by the Stour. 

If you from Wimborne took your road 
To Stower or Paladore, 

An’ all the farmer’s housen shewed 
Their daeters at the door. 

You’d cry to bachelors a hwome, 

Here, come, ’ithin an hour 
You’ll find ten maidens to your mind 
In Blackmwore by the Stour. 

An’ if you look’d ’ithin their door 
To see ’em in their pleace 
A-doen housework up avore 
Their smilin’ mothers’ feace, 

You’d cry why if a man would wive, 

An’ thrive ’ithout a dow’r 
Then let en look en out a wife 
In Blackmwore by the Stour. 

William Barnes. 












































c (a. Deep in the heart of a rose. LandonRonald. 
0 Chant d’une jeune fille. GoringTliomas. 

Madame BLANCHE MARCHESI. 




a. Beep In the Ibeart of a IRose, 

Y^vEEP in the heart of a rose 
A garden of sweetness lies. 

And the dewdrops bright 
On it’s petals light, 

When the wind of June-tide sighs. 

At morn ’tis wooed by the waking bird, 
At eve the nightingale is heard; 

Till through the world a rapture breaks, 
As heav’n’s own love at last awakes 
Deep in the heart of a rose. 

Deep in the heart of my love 
A garden of beauty lies, 

And fresh-blown flowers, 

And fragrant bow’rs 
Where perfume never dies. 

Be I the lark to charm thine ear ; 

The wind to banish every tear, 

To lay a heav’n of bliss unfurl’d, 

To wake the song of all the world, 

My June, my love, my rose. 




















( a. Niemand hat’s gesehen. Lowe. 

Cuckoo. Liza Lehmann. 

Madame BLANCHE MARCHESI. 


a. iRiemanb bat's oeecben. 

v T"vIE Trepp’ hinunlergeschwungen 
Komm’ ich in vollem Lauf, 

Die Trepp’ emporgesprungen 
Kommt er und fangt mich auf. 

Und wo die Treppe so dunkel ist, 

Da haben wir uns geherzt, gekiisst, 

Und niemand hat’s gesehen. 



Ich komm’ in den Saal gegangen, 

Da wimmelt’s von Gasten bunt, 

Wohl gliihten mir die Wangen, 

Wohl gliihte mir der Mund, 

Tch meint’, es sahe mir’s jeder an, 

Was wir da miteinander gethan, 

Doch niemand hat’s gesehen. 

Ich musst’ hinaus in den Garten 
Und wollte die Blumen sehen, 

Ich konnt’ es nicht erwarten, 

In den Garten hinaus zu gehen. 

Da hliihten die Rosen iiberall, 

Da sangen die Voglein mit lautem Schall 
Als hatten sie’s gesehen. 











t >. Bab£ Clover. 

“"pC EIGHO, my dearie, dearie do you know, 
«-*-» How the baby clovers go to sleep ? 

First they fold their tiny leaves, 

I fold your hands, 

And dear old Mother Sky does vigil keep, 

And so the baby clovers go to sleep. 

Heigho, my dearie, dearie do you know 
How the baby clovers come to wake ? 

Mother Sky looks down and says, 

Mercy! still asleep. 

Then laughs till out her eyes the dewdrops shake, 
And so the baby clovers come to wake. 

A. B. Butler . 

& Cuckoo- 

y^HE Cuckoo sat in the old pear-tree, 

“ Cuckoo ! ” 

Raining or snowing, naught cared he, 

“Cuckoo !” 

The Cuckoo flew over a house-top nigh, 

“ Cuckoo! ” 

“ Dear, are you at home, for here am I ? ” 

“ Cuckoo! ” 

“ I dare not open the door to you, 

“ Cuckoo! ” 

“ Perhaps you are not the right Cuckoo.” 

I Cuckoo! ” 

“lam the right Cuckoo, the proper one ; 

“ Cuckoo! ” 

“ For I am my father’s only son.” 

“ Cuckoo ! ” 

“ If you are your father’s only son, 

“ Cuckoo! ” 

“ The bobbin pull tightly, 

“ Come through the door lightly— 

“ Cuckoo, Cuckoo, Cuckoo ! ” 












f a. Jenny Nettles. \ r i 

U- The Ballad of Little Billee. j trra/M 

Mr, J. CAMPBELL McINNES. 

a. 3enn^ Betties. 

(Traditional Scottish Song.) 

I MET ayont the cairnie 

Jenny Nettles, trig an’ braw, 
Amang the shaws o’ Barnie, 

Skipping lightly barefoot. 

The spreading roses wet wi’ dew, 

Are no’ sae sweet as Jenny’s mou’, 

Her dimpled cheek, and e’en sae blue, 
Amang the heather barefoot. 

I took her hand, I pressed it, 

I asked if she could fancy me : 

“ My heart ye ha’e distressed it, 
A-comin’ frae the market.” 

I met ayont the cairnie, &c. 

“ My haddin stands in yonder glen, 

I hae a ‘ but,’ I hae a ‘ben,’ 

Gin ye’ll be leddy o’ my ain, 

Ye’ll gang no longer barefoot. 

A silken goun then ye shall hae, 

A cleadin’ new frae tap to tae, 

A pair o’ shoon, and stockin’s tae, 

To keep ye frae gaun barefoot.” 

I met ayont the cairnie, &c. 

My bonnie lassie, trig and neat, 

Nae fairer trips on London street, 

Her glancing e’e subdues my heart, 
Amang the heather barefoot. 

The spreading roses wet wi’ dew, 

Are no’ sae sweet as Jenny’s mou’, 

Her dimpled cheek, and e’en sae blue, 
Amang the heather barefoot. 

I met ayont the cairnie, &c. 











b. Cbe BaUafc of Xtttlc BtUee. 

f^HERE were three sailors of Bristol city 
Who took a boat and went to sea, 

But first with beef and captain’s biscuits 
And pickled pork they loaded she. 

There was gorging Jack and guzzling Jimmy, 

And the youngest he was little Billee. 

Now when they got as far as the Equator, 

They’d nothing left but one split pea. 

Says gorging Jack to guzzling Jimmy : 

“ I am extremely hungaree.” 

To gorging Jack says guzzling Jimmy : 

“We’ve nothing left; us must eat we.” 

Says gorging Jack to guzzling Jimmy : 

“With one another we shouldn’t agree ! ” 

“ There’s little Bill, he’s young and tender, 

We’re old and tough, so let’s eat he.” 

“ O, Bill! we’re going to kill and eat you, 

So undo the button of your chemie.” 

When Bill received this information, 

He used his pocket handkerchie. 

“ First let me say my catechism, 

Which my poor mammy taught to me.” 

“ Make haste, make haste! ” says guzzling Jimmy, 
While Jack pulled out his snickersnee. 

So Billy went up to the main-top gallant mast, 
And down he fell on his bended knee. 

He scarce had come to the twelfth commandment 
When up he jumps, “There’s land, I see : 

“There’s Jerusalem and Madagascar, 

And North and South Amerikee ; 

“ There’s the British flag a-riding at anchor, 

With Admiral Napier, K.C.B.” 

So when they got aboard of the Admiral’s 
He hanged fat Jack and flogged Jimmee; 

But as for little Bill, he made him 
Captain of a Seventy-three. 

IV. M. Thackeray. 




























